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T he Htftork of 

Which T4oo.ycaresagocwercnaildc, 

; F or our aduantage on the bitter Crofle: 

But this our purpofe is twelue month old, 
i And bootles tis to.tell you we wiM go. 

Therefore we meetenot now: then let raehearc 
Of you my gentle Coofen Weftme-rland, 

Wbat y efternight our Counfell did decree, 

1 In forwarding this deere expedience. 

TVefi. My licge,this hafte was hot in queflion, 

: And rnany limits ofthechargefetdowne 
Butyefternight,when all athwartthere came 
A Po fl: from Wales, loaden with heauy newesj 
Whofe worft w as, that the noble Mortimer, 

Leading the men of Herdfordfhirc to fight 
Againfi the irregular and wilde Glendower, 

Was by therude handes ofthat Welchman taken, 

A thoufand-of his people butehered : 

Vpcn whoicdead corps there was fuchmifufc, 

Such beaflly ihameles transformation 
By thofe Welchwomen done, as may not be 
(Withoutmuchfhame)retold or fpoken of. 

Krng. It feemes then,that the tidings of this broile, 
Brake <fflf our baliiies for the Hcly land. 

Weft. This matcht yvith oiherlike,my gracious L. 
Far more vneuen and vnwelcome newes, 

Came from the North,and thus it did report: 

Gn Holy-roodeday,the gallant Hotfpur there 
Young Harry Pcrcy, and braue zslrchibald, 

That euer valiantand approued Scot, 

At Holmedon mer, wherc they did fpend 
A fad and bloody houre: 

As by difehargeoftheir Artillarie, 

And fhapeoflikelihood the newes was tcld: 

For hethat brought thero, in the very heate 
And pride of their conten tion,did talce Horfe, 
VncertaineoftheifTueany way. 

K ing. Hereis a dearc, and true induflrious fri en å, 
Si t Walter Idlmt, nevv li gh ted from his Horfe, 
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Henry the jonn.b, 

Stainde with the variation of each foyle, 

Betwixt that Hobnedon,anA this feat ofoursj 

And he hathbrought vs fmooth and welcome newes, 

The Earle of Txmglas is difeomfited, 

Ten thoufand bold Scots,two and twentie Knights 
Balkt in their owne blood did Sir Walter fce 
On Holmedons plaines: of prifoners Hotjpur tooke 
(JMordake Earle ofFtfe, and eldeft fonne 
To beaten Dowglas and the Earle otzsitholl 
Of CMurrey,<tAngusynA CMenteitb : 

And is not this an honourablcfpoyle? 

A gallantprize ? Ha,Coofenis it not i In faythit is. 

Wejl. A Conqueft for a Princc to boaft of. 

Kmg. Yea,there thou mak’ft me fad,and inak’11 me linne 
In enuy ,that m y Lord Northumberlarnd, 

Shouldbe theFaiher of fobleftaSonnc: 

A Sonne,who is the Theame of Honours tongue, 
AmongftaGroue, the very flraighteft Plant, 

Who is fweete Fortunes Minion and her pride, 

Whilfl I by lookingon thepraifc of him, 

See Ryot and Difhonour ftaine the brow 
Ofmy young Harry. O that it could be prou’d, 

Thatfomenight-trippingfWry had cxchangde 
In Cradleclothes,ourChildren wherethey lay. 

And cal’d m ine Pcrcy, his Plantagenet\ 

Then would I hatic his Harry ,and he minc, 

But let him from my thoughtes: WhatthmkeyouCoofe 
Of this young Percies pride ? The Prifoners 
Which he in this aduenture hath furprifde, 

To his o wne vfc he keepes,and fendes me word 
I fnall haue none but CMordake Earle of Fife. 

Wefi. Thisishis Vnckles tcaching*, This is Worcefier, 
Maleuolent to you in all afpe&es: 

Which makes him prune him'clfe,and briftle vp 
The creftofYouth againft yourdignitie. 

King. But I haue fent for him to anfwerethis: 

And for this caufc a while w e mullneglefl 
Ourholy purpofe to Ierufslem. 

































